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the veranda. Not bitten! He had merely, he said
offhandedly, hit his shin with his begging-bowl in the
scuffle.
There was no gory wound to be bound up. Merely
a slight bruise on the slender snow-white shin to be
treated by the younger lady with vinegar. Archibald,
as he watched, felt that he would gladly be bruised
to be cured thus, even though the smart and pain of
the vinegar should cause him to screw up his face as
his master was doing now.
His master liked the young lady better than the old
one, that was plain enough from his manner. It was
perfectly natural too for him to do so, for she was
beautiful, and clear-skinned, with hair like the sun
and eyes like the s.ky.
A fine thing, Archibald felt, to be, as was his master,
rich enough to purchase any wife he wanted. He
rather hoped that this Mr Nixon was not rich also;
for, judging from the expression in his eye, he too
wanted to buy the young lady. What would be the
price asked for such a lady, Archibald wondered.
People in Labuan had told him that white men were
in the habit of getting their wives for nothing. And
from what he had seen there he did not greatly wonder
at it. But this was a very different lady from any he
had yet encountered. No parent, he was sure, would
dream of parting with her without receiving a very
handsome wedding portion. The grace of her every
movement was enchanting. Even the angels in the
mission school picture-books were earthly things
beside her. He wondered what it would cost to buy
an angeL Whatever the price, he was sure his master